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JlMMY I " Julia's voice echoed through the basement. " Have you
seep GabrieUe? "
Jimmy inserted a tiny spoke into the rim of a coach wheel before
he replied. " Naw," he yelled, holding the wheel to the light. " Good
work, son," he complimented himself.
Julia's heels clicked on the stairs and across the stone floor. " My
gosh,'* she said, peering over his shoulder. " Another one of those
things! "
" So what? " growled Jimmy. His fingers lingered over the smooth
side of the miniature coach. " Isn't she a beauty? "
" Yes.   But what good is it? "
Jimmy leaned against the work-table and regarded Julia pityingly.
"Ever hear of hobbies? Relaxation? "
*' Oh, yes, from your strenuous activities."
Jimmy counted, " One, two, three, four------"
" All right, all right," broke in Julia, and added, " I wonder what
Gabrielle's doing? Ma's up there doing the dishes alone."
"You've got two hands."                                                           ^
Swift footsteps halted Julia's reply.                                               *
" Oh, there you are!   How come you're not helping ma? "
Gabrielle perched herself on a high stool. " Can't. Mr. Dumas'
orders------"
" Mr. Dumas' orders! " cried Julia. " Really ! Who does Mr.
Dumas think he is? "
Jimmy waved a white handkerchief in front of Julia's face. " Girls!
Girls!"
Speech deserted Julia, but Gabrielle explained coolly, " Mr. Dumas
said I had to rest. I can't sing and be so tired."
" What about ma? "
" There's Sue and Larry," Gabrielle said.
Julia's tone levelled. " I should think you'd want to do something
to repay all father's spending on you."
"I'll pay back every cent," Gabrielle flashed, but her face had
whitened.
" Talk's cheap."
"Give her time.   Give her time," intruded Jimmy.
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